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For never shall their aureoled presence lack:'
I see them muster in a gleaming row,
"With ever-youthful brows that nobler show;
We find in our dull road their shining track 5

In every nobler mood
"We feel the orient of their spirit glow,
Part of our life's unalterable good,
Of all our saintlier aspiration;

They come transfigured back,
Secure from, change in their high-hearted ways,
Beautiful evermore, and with the rays
Of morn on their white Shields of Expectation!

IX.

But is there hope to save
Even this ethereal essence from the grave ?
What ever 'scaped Oblivion's subtle wrong
Save a few clarion names, or golden threads of song?

Before my musing eye
The mighty ones of old sweep by,
Disvoiced now and insubstantial things,
As Moisy once as we; poor ghosts of kings,
Shadows of empire wholly gone to dust,
And many races, nameless long ago,
To darkness driven by that imperious gust
Of ever-rushing Time that here doth blow:
0 visionary world, condition strange,
Where naught abiding is but only Change,
Where the deep-bolted stars themselves still shift

and range!

Shall we to more continuance make pretence ?
Kenown builds tombs; a life-estate is Wit;